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Once upon a time, beyond the 

seven seas, there was a small 

kingdom. There ruled a King named 

Adityasen. He had great respect for 

scholars, musicians and artists. 

Many of them were living with him 

in his palace itself. It gave him great 

pleasure to have them around him. 

Besides these scholars, musicians 

and artists, there was one fast friend 

of Adityasen, who used to meet the 

King once in a while. His name was 

Neel Madhav. He was a learned 

man. The King had often asked 

Neel Madhav to come and stay in his 

palace instead of living amongst the 

poor. But Neel Madhav never 

agreed. 

One day, the King gave a banquet 
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in his palace. He invited all the well- 

known people of his kingdom. Neel 

Madhav was also seen at the main 

gate of the palace among the 

invitees who were dressed in their 

finest clothes. As soon as Neel 

Madhav tried to step into the palace 

the sentry at the gate stopped him. 

Neel Madhav asked the reason. He 

was told, he was not fit to be a guest. 

Neel Madhav understood 

immediately that it must be due to 

his plain and simple clothes. He at 

once turned around, went home, 

wore his best clothes and came back 

to the palace. This time he had no 

difficulty in entering the palace. 

After a while, food was served. 
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There were a variety of dishes and 

delicacies. The invitees began to 

eat. But Neel Madhav, instead of 

eating, filled up his pockets with the 

food. The King was perplexed when 

he noticed Neel Madhav. 

He walked up to Neel Madhav and 

asked, 

“What are you doing?” 

“I am feeding my clothes.” 

“But why?” 

“Simply because it's not I, who is 

invited, but these clothes.” 

Saying this Neel Madhav explained 

to the King what had transpired 

between him and the sentry at the 

main gate. 

The King realised his folly. He 

hugged Neel Madhav and said, 

“A man is known by his deeds, not 

clothes.” 
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